
'The troublefome c JRaigne 

Philip. To aggrauate themeafure of our grecfe. 

All male-content oomcs Conjlanee for her fonne. 

Be bviefe good Madame, for your face imports 
A Tragickc talebehind that’s yet vntold. 

Her pailions (lop the Organ of her voyce, 

Deepe forrow throbbeth mif-bcfalne euents, 

Out with it Lady, that our Aft may end 
A full Cataflrophe of fad laments. 

Confl. My tongue is tun’d to ftorie forth mifhap s 
When did I breath to tell a plcafing tale. ? 

Mud C<wy?4«o?fpeakc? let rearcs prevent hertalkc: 
Mufl I difeourfe? let Dido figh and fay, 

Shee weepcs againe to heare the wrackc of Troy ; 

Two words will ferue,aad then my tale is done: 
ElinorsprouA brat hath rebd me oftny fonne. , 
Lewis. Haue patience Madamc.this is chance of war; 
He mayberanfom’d.wcrcuenge his wrong. 

Corift. Be it ne’rc fo foone,I (ball notliue fo lono 1 . 
ThU. Defpairenotyet, come (ftonftance, goe with me 
Thcfc clouds wil flecr,theday wilcleareagaiue. Exeunt, 
CW.Now Zerwthy fortune buds with happy fprin^ 
Our holy fathers prayers efifefteth this. 

Arthur is fafe, let John alone with him. 

Thy title next is fairft to Englands Crowne: 

Now ftirre thy father to begin with Iohn, 

The Pope fayes I, and fois Albion thine. 

Lewis. Thanks my Lord Legat for your good conceit, 
T’is bell we follow now the game isfairc, 

My father wants to worke him your good words. 

C ay d" A few will feruc to forward him in this, 

Thofc Hi all not want: but let’s about it then. Exeunt. 

gnter Philip Idling a Trier , charging him Poets where tht 
Abbot sgoldlJj. 

Thil. Coroe on you fat Fr.incifcan,dallic no !onger,buC 
ihew me where the Abbots treafurelics, or die. 
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of King fohn. 

„ . y Tjtnedicamus Domini , was euer fuch an iniurie ? 
c KcS. mthold of thy lenity, dofend ys from extremity, 
a dhearcvsfor S. Charity, opprefled with auftenty, 
fnomni T> omim, make 1 my bomd>'» . 

Gentle Gentility gneuc not the Clcargic. 

<phil Gray- gown’d good face, comure ye, 
neretruftme for a groat 

If this waft girdle hang thee not 
that girdeth in thy coat. 

Now bald and barefoot Bungie birds, 
when vp the gallowes diming, 

Say ‘Philip he had words enough, 
to put you downe with riming. 

Tr O pardon, Oparce , S. Francis for mercic, 
Shalj’ihield thee from night-fpels & dreamingof diuef*, 
If thou wiltfprgiuc me, and neuer more grieue me, 

With falling and praying, and Haile JMary faying, 


Frier Thomas will warmeyou. 

Itlhallneucr harme you. 

Phil. Come leaue off your rabble. 

Sirs, hang vp this lozell. 

2,Fr. For charity I beg his life. 

Saint Francis chiefeft Frier, 

The beft fn all our Couent fir, 
to keepe a Vintners fice. 

O ftranglenot the good old man, 
niy hollelte oldeft gueft, 

And 1 will bring you by and by 
vnto the Priors cheft, 

Tbil. I.faift thou fo,& if thou wilt the Frier is at liberty. 
If not, as I am honeft man,T hang yen both for company 
Fr.C. om« hither, this is the chcft, thogfi fimple to behold, 
That wanteth not a thoufand pouud in filuer & in gold. 
My felfwil warrantful fo much,I know the Abots ftore, 
Ilepawn my life there is no lefs,to haue w hat ere is more, 
Thil. I takethy word, the onerplus vnto thy fhaie ftial 
come, E 3 But 





